This Copy of “ ALLY SLOPER” carries with it the advantages of a Railway Accident Life Policy for £150. 


ie Hilf foley 


CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 


Vol. VII1.—No. 860.] SATURDAY, MARCH 21, 1891. 


[ONE PENNY. 


KAT ‘| 
OOen a 
¥ Cop, Dnt 
.. Me j 


hi 


Mb 


SLOPER AT THE BOAT RACE. 


“As usual, Poor Papa made a cuckoo of himself at the Boat Race. For some time past he has been with the boys on the Serpentine, stroking an eight 
he has got together. His notion was to row by the side of the University Boats and, as he put it, see fair play. It never occurred to him or any other 
member of the ‘Mildew Rowing Club’ that they might be in the way, let alone other contingencies which might happen. As a result, the boat was upset, 
and the whole crew yot a ducking. Sciatica, Rheumatism, Lumbago and Neuralgia are now very fashionable our way. What an idiot Pa is !”—Toorsiz. 


THE UNKNOWN MAN. 


—_>— 


i > 
Re GO". On August 10th, 1883, at three in the afternoon, two 
| { elderly people, brother and sister, rich, charitable and much 


ANOTHER WET SATURDAY! 


Wea f respected, living at No. 7 Rue du Regard, Faris, were 
i attacked by an assassin. The old gentleman, M. Ducros de 
HII | Sixt, was having his ordinary afternoon nap, the dcxne was 
L out, and the old lady who opened the door was immediately 
struck down by a blow from a stonebreaker's hammer, 
which the intruder wielded. She uttered one p:ercing cry 
as she dropped on the floor, and the ruftian, rushing at the 
old gentleman, beat ont his brains ; and then, again turning 
to the sister and finding her not yet dead, cut her throat. 
She did not die even then; but though her life was saved, 
her mind had entirely gone,and she was incapable of giving 
evidence at the trial. The old lady's cries brought up the 
door-porter and police, and the murderer was found in one 
of the bedrooms, clumsily half hidden among the bedclothes, 
He was seized, and, asked his name, said, “ Michel Campi.” 
A wonderful deal of trouble did this so-called Campi give 
his captors during the six months preceding his trial. He 
wrote to the “Judge d'Instruction,” protesting against the 
number of times he had been interviewed, and swearing he 
would murder someone or other if the REO aCe continued, 
1. Jobkins had never before been to the Boat 2, That fact tothe world. But Jobkinsneverthonght  ” 3. Tt washis first and last boating experience. “A joke's pointing out, in one case, how easily nuurder might have been 
Rasen in tact ao little raterest did be take in there was ansthing in rowing, so he allows himself ton joke.” said he, afterwards, ~ but a sharp boat hook isnot, | Gone. He called the detectives a pack of imbeciles, and 
rowing, that he had never been ina boat in his be persuaded to hire a boat “jest ter view the race,” —_and whena fellow gets ten minutes’ prodding with one, life said, “My head so far is mine: Take it, but bother me no 
life, but, of course, he was not going to pu as the man said, with the result shown above. is not exactly a feather-Led.” more.” His real name he would not give. His letters show 
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—— 


that he was aman of education, and are full of clever cynicism. 
When put on his trial, this “ sinister juker,” as he was described, 
erimly chatfed his judges, “Your profession?" they asked. 
* Unknown to you,” said he, © Your place of residence?" “ Alike 
unknown to you.” He had sent the police on wild goose chases 
half over Europe, and he contessed, with a chuckle, that all his 
supposed revelations werea pack of lies, told to keep the detectives, 
as the saying is, *on the job.” 

He posed as a young man of high descent, unwilling to drag the 
fatmily name down into the mire, and protested that his object was 
hot robbery, bat revenge. “df the poor lady had been able to 
appear” said the President of the Tribunal, gravely, “she would 
have told) the truth.” "Who knows!” said Campi, with a sneer, 
* You had not time to run away,” said the President, “No,” said 
Campi. TL did not escape. LT didn't want the police to catch the 
Wrous man. A spy had been placed inthe same cell to pump 
him, and said that Campi had expressed astonishment on hearing 
that the old lady was not dead. [hit her hard enough,” he said ; 
“but women’s heads are so thick.” One day he threw his shoe at 
the head of a magistrate cross-examining him. “He bored me!” 
Ccmpi said. Tn prison he liad inanaged to manufacture a rough 
Krite outof an old metal drinking cup, and when this was pro- 
(lieed in court, he tried to snatch it. 

The servant girl of the elderly couple was called, but professed 
ignorance of the means by which Campi became acquainted with 
her name and that of her brother, ati the place where the old 
entieman kept his valuables, No light was thrownon the crimi- 
nal’s antecedents, except that his counsel said that he had a brother, 
an officer in the army, who, if the man were condemned in his 
rizht name, would commit suicide. The counsel stated that he 
had this from the lips of the prisoner's mother. 

Campi, or whatever he migut have been named, was condemned 
to dewh and guillotined on May Ist, I88t. M. Georges Grison, 
describing the execution, the twenty-fourth he had = seen, said 
that outside the prison the trees were full of eager spectators 
and the windows and housetops crowded, and that there were 
scores of carriezes tilled with painted women tipsy, singing and 
swearing, and bandying jokes with the vile scum around, At half- 
past four in the morning the prison authorities, executioner and 
reporters suddenly entered the doomed man’s cell to tell him his 
appeal for mercy had been rejected aud the hour of his death had 
come. Tle started up in bed, livid and trembling violently, but 
soon recovered, He dressed himself, asked for water to wash his 
face, aud then said, “I'm ready—let’s start!” Presently he recol- 
lected he had some money in his pocket—elevenpence-halfpenny : 
he lett it to the poor, In fifteen minutes and two seconds from the 
time he was awakened his head lay bleeding in the sawdust ot 
Deibler’s deadly basket. 

. * * * * * 

“There somehow don’t seem to be nothing business like about 
some of these jossers,” murmured the Cerulean Orbed.  “ Why 
couldn't he have bequeathed that there bloomin’ ‘ed o' hissen to 
the Chamber o° ‘Orrers at 992" 

(Newt week “ A Wieked Lord,”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—— 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


LADY PosT-OFFICE CLERKS.—Don't be cross, your ALLY means 
noharm, It's cery unkind of you to say we are better acquainted 
with the costume of ballet girls than the manners of respectable 
members of seciety.——G. G. LEE (Camberwell).— Each week com- 
plete in iteclf, H.J. L.— Your story is not of sufficient merit. 
—F. H. JENNINGS.—Sorry we cannot see our way to adopt your 
suqgestion,——SIx YEARS’ READER.— Pickhead has peel eg his 
connection with this journal ; when we last heard of him he was 
spending a short pal eamd 6 at Colney Hateh—the padded room 
having been placed entirely at his desposal—FRANK GREEN.— 
Your sketches are Sairly good, but not upto the “ HALF-HOLI- 
DAY" mark,——F LO0.— Toot sie’s age is too delicate a subject to dis- 
cuss in this column—u, J.—Send in the advertisement again, 
and Tootsie will sce that it is tnaerted, No stamps are necessary. 
——H. Parisu.—No; Mildew Court is not haunted, we believe.— 
No respectable phantom would risk his reputation by appearing 
in such a den of iniquity.—L. J. (Bolton).— We faney you mis- 
quote-——JIM_ FRANCIS.— You must compete in our Prize Com- 
petitions if you wish teadorn the walls of your palatial abode with 
the “Award of Merit.” =——— 


“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded toany part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and Cnited States of America, post-free: 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.: 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERLES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C- 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AG 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE, 


And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT" will be given for the 
Best Suggestion as to how to get rid of 


YOUR MOTHER-IN-LAW. 


Inclose the Recipe ina sealed enrclope, and address— 
THE HENPECKED ONE, 
“Tire SLOPERIES,’ 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 
*.* The List will close TUESDAY, MARCH 24TH, 1891. 


~ JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


_—.— 


“Imre, boy.” said Mr. Penhecker, “go and get me some paper.” 
*Yes, sir,” replied the office boy, “What sort?” “The same as 
what you have on your head,” remarked Mr. P. “ What's that, 
sir? asked the boy. “ Foolseap,” returned Mr. Penhecker. * Orl 
right, sir; and will you have it like you are at home, sir?” “What 
do you mean?" inquired “Why, ruled?” said the boy, pre- 
paring to escape, ** 

* 
Popsy-wopsy, 
Turvy-topsy ; 

Little feet they are such tots 
Mary, Mary, 
Quite contrary, 

Come and play at honey-pots, 


*** 
* 


“ARE you sure these eggs are fresh?” 
“Oh, yes, madam!” replied the grocer’s assistant; “ perfectly 
fresh.” “But are they new laid?” inquired the lady. “Yes, 
inidam,” asserted the grocer’s assistant; “they are new laid.” 
“Are they your own laying 2” interrogated the good housekeeper, 
“Madam!” said the grocer’s assistant, shocked and pained, “do I 
look like a hen?” “No; more like a goose,” came the smart 


reply. 


. 


asked a honsekeeper, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 360,—The “ 


“Come on, Bill, keep your steam 
up.” 

“Wot d’ye tak’ me for—a bloom- 
ing engine?” 


Rival Crews” Costume. 


SLOPER'’S artist he went and he drew 
An old party living at Crewe ; 

But he’s unknown to fame, 

‘Fact we don t know his name, 
| So with him we have nothing to do. 


SCENE—Prisate lawn on the rirer hanks between Putney and Mortlake, 


TIME 


— Boat Race. 


Fair One. And when do you think it will be best to begin lunch, Mr. 


Foghead ? 


Foghead. Oh, when we have seen the race, I think. 


Fair One, Oh, bother! yes, Ud forgotten all about the race. 


“Youn seemed awfully in love with 
that fellow you danced the last waltz 


with.” — “ Nonsense !—impossible ! 
was my husband!" 


| 

| 

| Tky Mo has often boasted of a well- 

| to-do relation of his—a West End hat- 

| ter,as he calls him. The above isa 

| correct portrait of that individual 
pursuing his vocation, 


age 


It 


EEE 


(Saturday, March 21, 1891. 


OuR special correspondent has furnished us with ful! partic- 
ulars respecting the sad assault committed by a printer upon 
his ‘prentice, and from what he says it is a bad ease, the man was 
a low type, and it is impossible to justify his conduct. The boy 
was making pi, which was bad forme, and his master, seizing a 
mallet and iron, proceeded to chase him round the room, thinking 
he required locking-up. The printer should have composed him- 
self; and, no doubt, when the case is tried, the judye will niake 
him set up, *° 


“On! wake and call me early— 
Call me early, mother, dear ; 
My hair it ain't that curly, 
And the barber's ain't too near! 
“Oh! wake and call me early, 
And with a skewer and tape 
I'll friz myself that slap-up 
As’il make the Johnnies gape. 
7 > Lennyson, Junior, 


” 


* 

Lady Bountiful. Oh, Mr. Stover, 1 am so glad I met rou! I 
wanted to see you se much! | am going to start a soup kitchen 
for the poor people, and—er—er—I| hard v know—er—er—what to 
call myself. “The Manageress" sounds like a head barmaid, and 
I don't quite like to be termed “The Chief Cook” or * The Chef” 
—he, he, he !—so I thought 1 would ask you, dear Mr. SLOPER, 

Ally. Call yourself the soup-erintendent madam. 


* 

WE are told that an Irishman never leaves’ out an aspirate. To 
this no one can possibly object ; but we feel compelled to draw the 
line when Paddy insists upon plying us with the * national aspira- 
tions of his race.” e* 

* 

“OH, my dear brother!” the Salvationist asked the Cynic, “do 

you ever feel the pangs—the burning pangs—of repentance and 

remorse!" And the Cynic answered, “Yes, when | do a good 
action.” ee 
* 


Ist Board Schooler, Yah! my father’s Welsh ! 
2nd Board Schooler, Garn! mine's a welsher! 
* 


* 

“EVEN this miserable cold weather has its advantage,” observed 
Jones. “The deuce it has,” said Smith, with a shiver. “Yes, it 
makes peopie charitable,” asserted Jones, “1 don't see how,” re- 
plied Smith. “ Why, doesn’t it make them put their hands in their 
pockets, stoopid?” se 

= 

“T WENT down to Lord Bob's on Saturday for a day's shooting,” 
said the Hon. Billy, “and the confounded gun kept kicking so, 
that I’ve got quite a pain in my shoulder.” “Ha,yes! A shooting 
pain, 1 presume,” said the Dook Snook, 

* 
s 
Man of Science. 1am sorry you disagree with me. 
Beauty. 1 don’t; 1 only pity you, 


. 

“SISTER CLARA was talking about her beau ideal this afternoon, 
dad,” said young Sharpshins; “what did she mean!” “No one 
can ever tell what @& woman means, my son,” replied the old man, 
“but as a rule a girl's beau ideal is an ideal beau.” 

7 * 


* 

UNDER a walnut tree they sat— 

He held her hand, she held his hat. 

1 held my breath and lay quite flat— 
They kissed ; 1 saw them do it! 


He held that kissing was no crime, 

She held her head up every time; 

1 held my peace and wrote this rhyme. 
They never knew I knew it! 


= 
ALLY SLOPER begs to call the attention of his numerous readers 
to two well known facts from which they may draw their own 
conclusions: Ist, A doctor very seldom takes medicine, and 
only then when he’s so ill that he cannot help himself; 2nd, A 
clever lawyer never, on any consideration, ‘goes Lo law, unless he 
is forced into it by another party. | 


* 

Metaphysician. Matter has, perhaps, no existence but in the 
mind, Can it be true that you exist only in my mind and I only 
in yours? 

Better Half. \t is very dreadful to think of, dear; but what 
more do you want? ole 

= 


Thongs ET he cee through and through by a rough cough and 
niccoug h, 
O'er the rvugh lough of this life my living I pick up. 


s 
A MAN in Lambeth parish was in trouble lately because he re- 
fused to bury his wife! How many husbands are there who would 
jump at the chance? ’Twas ever thus. Those that want it, can't 
get it, and those who don’t want it get seven days. 


* 
Tottie. Oh, do throw this nasty strong stuff away ! 
Gus. What! too much whisky ? 
Tottie, No-o-o—all seltzer. Leave a spoonful in the glass, dear, 
and fill up with the “craythur,” | 
= 
“By George! Isn't that Lord A.?” “So itis. Who's the young 
woman driving with him?” “Haven't the least idea. Not his 
wife, anyhow. Who can it be! - * H’m—p’r'aps it is his mother.” 
* 


* 
House Agents at Folkestone. Enter Client. 
Client. Look here, Mr. Jones, there’s a house on The Lees, facing 
the sea, to let, with a bill in the window to apply “ opposite.” 
House Agent (suarely). Yes, sir; the proprietor is residing fora 
short time at Boulogne. 
Client, Ob-h-h! Thank you. | Good morning! 


THE husband on the beach doth groan; 
And drops the silent tear 

When he sees the fain’ly skeleton 
In a bathing-d ress appear, 


“WE must really write and send our thanks to Mr, and Mrs, 
Honeymoon for their beautiful piece of wedding cake.” “ Well, I 
am not so sure: if anybody ought to be thanked, it is Buszard who 
posted it to us.” * 8 

a 

“Pa, dear,” said that sweet Alexandry, “do thev clean most 
clocks with whisky?” “Why. my child?” said the Eminent One, 
reclining gracefully against the mantelpiece, and ever ready to 
impart useless knowledge. “Because, pa, dear, whenever you go 


———_>—— 


The next picture to be giren to one of the readers of * ALLY SLOVER'S HAL¥-IHOLI- 
DAY,” isan otf painting by FRED Ror, measuring 44m, xX 34.1n., in a handsome 
gold frame, and representing 


“A SCENE DURING THE GORDON RICTS.” 


Make ONE AVPLICATION ONLY, bu semding an Burelope with this announces 
ment wmvclosed, together with your Name and Address, anu (ime berore Mirch 31st. 
Address—" ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION," 
“THE SLovEniis,” . Shoe Lane, London, F.C. 
“e° This Picture is on View every day between 10 a.m and & p.m., except Satur 
days, when the hours are 10 a.m. and 1 p.m. 


ae a 


Saturday, March 21, 1891.) 
TOOTSIE AT ’VARSITIES. 


—— 


THE River Season has commenced. 

This day that I write at a river hotel the sun shines brightly 
on the water. Close by 1 hear the merry boat builders at work, 
tap-tap-tapping like the 
vecker of wood in the 
ollow tree alluded to by 
the epee and methinks I 
smell tresh coats of paint 
not far off. The waiter, a 
merry Swiss boy, and the 
jimp hand maiden are of 
opinion that this year we 
are to have an exception- 
ally good time up the 
river. 

At Oxford activity pre- 
‘\ vails as usual, There is 
lots of talk over things 
nbout to be done at the 
“Lamb,” at Wallingford, 
At Reading they are ready, 
and Pangbourne is put- 
ting forth a new punt. 
Streathley is alive, and 
there are goings on at 
Goring. From Caver- 
sham, Wargrave and 
Maple Durham come the 
notes of preparation, and 
eveu Abingdon is waking 
up. At the Quarry at 
Bourne End they are 
brisk ; at the “ George and 
Dragon,” Marlow ridge. 
they are ditto; and the 
same may be said of Surly Hall; and the “Swan," at Staines. 
House boats are wanted, | observe, and steam launches advertised 
for sale or hire, and spirit stoves for the festive, if occasionally 
moist, campers out are getting about in shop windows, 

After the awful weather we have had it is quitea treat to sit here 
at the window and look down on the lazy life below, There is the 
‘longshore man of last year and the year before, and I don't know 
how many other years besides, gazing afar off at nothing, until a 
barge passes, and he calls out, “’Ullo, Bill!” and Bill ‘ullos him 
in reply, and he goes on staring again till the time comes to ‘ullo 
Ben and Bob also passing by. I should get to be quite at lazy as 
any of them if I stopped long down here by the water side. You 
can't he!p it; it’s something in the air and in the sight of the beau- 
tiful river, for ever and ever smoothly running past. 

Of course, | was at the Boat Race. What, indeed, would 
a Boat Race be without your Tootsie? The extry ‘aughty young 
University boys have on several occasions intimated that they 
were wholly indifferent respecting the presence of the British 
Vublic at one of their little spins, always, however, excepting that 
vt the one and only Tootsie that haileth from the Lane of Shoe, 


The winning “Cox.” 


Sleep on, Swect One. 


Therefore, as I have said, we were there, and probably in greater 
force than ever, 

There is something still very quaint and pretty about portions of 
Putney and Fulham not yet transmogrified by the builder Buggins. 
Old Putney Church, it is true, has been put all by itself ina corner, 
as though it had done something naughty ; but I love old Fulham 
churchyard, with its many quaint tombstone legends and its sad 
looking grave of Theodore Hook. Putney, since the old bridge 
has given place to the new and the Aqueduct has absorbed the 
site of Hook's villa, has got to be much more lively. Many mem- 
bers of the profession have taken to abiding there, and festive 
Sundays are not uncommon; but it ison the race day it is really 
right down busy—and, indeed, not a little dissipated, when all the 
world and his betrothed come down to see the struggle of the two 
crews, 

Why, by the way, do all the world and the young person in ques- 
tion come down for that purpose ?—or, rather, do they do sv? 
Well, | believe they don’t. 1 believe that the little boys pulling 
along in their two little boats are the least attractive part of the 
programme. Did you ever, dears, go to a seaside regatta? Have 
you noticed the way it 

as been looked for- 
ward to by the towns- 

one and talked about 

»y the hour and hour 

and hour? and_ have 
you ever known any- 
thing in your life so 
dismally slow to look 
onat? The next slowest 
thing is the Oxford and 
Cambridge Boat Race, 
but the surroundings 
a awfully jolly. 

here's the putting on 
of the new frock, and 
the new frocks others 
have put on to be looked 
at presently. Then the 
drive down; then, if 
the weather be warm 
enough, the picnic in 
Richmond Park, or what 
say you to a nice little 
dinner at the “Talbot,” 
where, I am sure, if you 
mention Tootsie’s name, 
you will be right well 
served any day in the 
year? 

Well, anyhow, I went 
tothe race, and enjoyed 
my little self awfully. 
The winning coxswain was just 2 duck, tut that Lardi, well, there 
—The Hon. Billy lost sixpence in betting, and Tottie Goodecough 
went on dreadfully—in fact, Pa lost his hat while out ina boat with 
her—went to sleep, or something of that sort. Ta, ta! 


Billy bets—but loses. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK. 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below,and post it to :— 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, B.C, 


“Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” March 21st, 1894. 


Name..... 


Address ... 


Age —........... Occupation, if any 


How many times applied ..... 


How long a Purchaser of) | 
the “‘Half-Holiday"’ \ 


The List for this week will elose on Tuesday erenin 
March 2th. The Lest for March lth will be publishe 
“ HALF-HOLIDAY " for March 28th, 


nest, 
in the 


241lst WEEK. 
LIST FOR MARCH 7th. 


* Sloper’ Watches have been given to the following :-— 


1. GEORGE REEVES, Signalman, 3 Charteris Road, Finsbury Park. Age, 36 | 


years. Subsermber—6 years, 7 months. LONDON. 

2, H. H. HOWE, Clerk, 21 York Grove, Queen's Road, Peckham. Age. 26 
years, Subscriber—since No. 1. LONDON. 

& W. B. FAIR, General Manager, 15 Dorset Street, Portman Square. Axe, 40 
years. Subscriber—since start. LONDON. 

4. ROBERT HERD, Patternmaker, 50 Jasmine Terrace. Age, 25 vears. Sub- 
scriber—since September, 1884, ABERDEEN, 

5. H. G. COWARD, Clerk, Dule Street. Age, 19 years. Subscriber ¢ years. 

6. THOMAS LANGLEY, Brass Finisher, 120 Shobnale Street. Age, 31 vears. 
Subscriber—since November, 1885. BURTON-ON-TRENT. 

7. E. A. DOXEY, Musical Director, Empire Theatre Varieties. Age, 30 years. 
Subscriber—6 years, CARDIFF, 

8 THOMAS BROSTER, Marine, Corpl. “ Quartermaster’s Stores,” Royal 
Marine Barracks, Forton, Age, 26 years. Subscriber—6 years, 2 weeks, 
GOSPORT. 

9, HELEN FOSTER, Cook, 37 North Street. Age, 33 years. Subscriber—6 
HORSHAM, 


years, | 
10. ROBERT SAVAGE, Guard, 53 Wellington Street. Age, 40 years, Sub- 


scriber—6 years, 10 months. KETTERING. 
11, JOHN SMITH, Cotton Operative, 31 North Brown Strect. Age, 17 vears. 

Subscriber—5 vears, 43 weeks, LEIGH. 
12, ROBERT DAPLYN, Railway Servant, 68 Denmark Road. Age, 39 years. 

Subscriber—since commencement. LOWESTOFT. 
13. LIZZIE HURRELL, 17 Mount Pleasant, Plumstead. Age, 28 years, Sub- 


scriber—6 years, 6 weeks. KENT. 
14. ALBERT E. HASTINGS, Labourer. Age, 27 years, Subseriber — since 
January, 1886, SOUTH HINCKSEY ( Berks), 


15. H. M. CHANT, 21 Broad Street. Age, 26 years, Subseriber— since Feb- 


ruary, 1885, SOUTH MOLTON. 
16. GEORGE LOVELOCK, Butcher, Coffee Tavern, Station Roald. Age, 41 
years. Subscriber—over 54 years. TWYFORD. 


17, GEORGE TWINNIDGE, Gateman, 113 Tilbury Dwellings, Age, 28 years, 
. Subscriber - 6 vears, 39 weeks. TILBURY (Essex). 
18. TOM DUCKHOUSE, Hairdresser, 39 Northgate. Age, 25 yeurs. Subscri- 

ber—5 years, 34 weeks. WAKEFIELD. 
19. GEORGE WARRICK, Messenger, 443 Creed Street. Age, 32 years. Sub- 

scriber—since June, 1885. WOLVERTON. 
30. ROBERT WASS, Field View, Burton Lane. Age, 42 years. Subscriber— 
6 years, YORK. 


AMOROUS FOREIGNERS. 
No. 2.—THE PASSIONATE ITALIAN TO HIS LOVE, 


] THINK upon thy beauteous face 
Where’er | Rome, where’er I go; 

I muse upon thy wond’rous grace 
(You do not Padua self, 1 know !). 


Be Genoa-rous, I pray thee, dear, 
And Ict me quickly know my fate ; 
Oh ! lend me, now, a willing ear, 
I'm in a Milan-choly state. 


When I Perugia notes to me, 
With burning tears my eyes are blind; 
1 feel that you my friend must be, 
Never Capre-cious or unkind. 


I think that passion ne’er did prove 
So unap- Pisa-able as mine, 

Oh, Como tly with me, my love, 
The moon is high, the stars do shine. 


What! sharp and h-A sti words to me! 
Of Corsica-n no longer stay ; 

Arno! I take my leave of thee, 
False Florence! 1 must now away. 


—— 


THE CHILD IS FATHER OF THE MAN. 


“FATHER,” said the smart young stockbroker who had just 
returned from Chili, “though, as you well know, I only went away 
for my health, what d’you think I did in the way of business?” 

“Heaven only knows!” replied the old man, apprehensive of a 
call for funds. 

“Well, I bought a bally nitrate mine, for three thon’.” 

“You infernal young fool!’ roared the angered parent. “ But 
there—I knew they'd do you! Haven't I warned you, over an 
over again, not to try and dabble in——?” 

“Ah, but you haven’t heard where the langh comes in: Two 
days later, finding it was a ‘sell,’ Isold half the stock to a Drapers 
Gardens chump for £7,000. What price that, eh?” 

“W—w—why—it was I—I who bought it, then,” stammered the 
old man, as he turned pea-green. 

“Quite so,” coolly replied the youngster, “Of course, I wasn't 
to know you were the sucker; but it shows you the danger of—er 
—trying to dabble——” 

The flying inkpot caught the closing door with a crash; but 
Henry Aminadab was well on his way to the “ Woolpack” to meet 
the Colonel. 


VYVOUR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-TIOLIDAY,” the ser- 
vices of a Graphologist of great skill and talent have been engaged. Readers 
desiring a delineation of their character must send this announcement, tnclosed 
with a letter of moderate length, signed swith the usual signature, and accompanied 
by a stamped, addressed envelope (with the writer's own address). Alb letters must 


be directed to— 
“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAPHOLOGIST.” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.0. 


Answers will be posted direct to the addresses giren on Envelopes. No notice will 
be taken of any communication not complying with the above regulations. 

Owing Co the enormous number of letters received, Answers cannot be guaranteed 
within a month, but will be Jorwarded as early as possible, 
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OUR CHURCHWARDEN. 


—— 


HE seemed to have been born to be a churchwarden, with his 
dignified face, his silver hair, his spotlessly white shirt-front, and 
his equally spot- 
lessly Bask broad- 
cloth, Sucha good 
man! Why, when 
he came round 
with the plate on 
Sundays, those 
who had intended 
to shufile in a cop- 
per, meeting his 
austere gaze, funk- 
ed it,and weighed 
in with small # 
silver. 

He was head 
cashier at our sub- 
urban branch of 
the great banking 
firm of Croesus 
Midas & Co., Lim- 
ited, Oh, he was 
just the man for 
a post of trust ! 

To see him, too, 
inthe Sunday 
school, of which 
he was superin- 
tendent, teaching 
the boys and gir's 
the absolute nec- 
essity of strict 
obedience to the 
Eighth Com- 
mandment. 

Some of the rude boys called him Psalm-smiter and Candle-face, 
but were very careful not to let him hearthem. One bad young 
inan, who had escaped from the environment of good intluence, 
darkly hinted that our Churchwarden was not so pious as he 
would have it thought, but was given to forgetting, or striving 
to forget, his business cares in the society of the fair sex; as, 
however, the asperser of the good man’s character was by his own 
action outside the pale of decent society, these vile innuendoes 
were received with uplifted hands and expressions of horror that 
human nature had fallen so low as to calumniate a truly religious 
man, 

To see him in our select suburban society, so gracious to the 
irreproachably correct people ; su righteously austere to the intru- 
ders, those whose banking accounts he knew were drawn close and 
whose frivolity called for rebuke. 

Or to see him one night after the bank iron shutters were closed, 
and all the lights 
were out, save in 
= - the manager's 
room, and every- 


With the plate. 


(percent mr steau || sya one on the staff, 
) Exacta ee wy save himself, gone 


home. 

lie didn't look 
austere, dignified, 
severely — respect- 
able then. — Ilis 
eyes were haggard 
and — bloodshot; 
his hair hung dank 
and disordered on 
his perspiring 
brow; his face was 
drawn and hag- 
gard, 

He was poring 
over ao slip of pa 
hy containing 

ist of his balance 
—to the bad. 

fle had been in 
sucha hurry to get 
rich, that he had 
borrowed from the 
Bank’s coffers to 
dabble in stocks. 
The stocks that 
ought to have risen 
had fallen ; those that onght to have fallen had risen, and he had 
dabbled out of his depth. 

Next day the books would be balanced, and his theft discovered. 
They would find out that the bags, supposed to hold bullion, held 
only stones, and he would be found out. 

There was only one course open. He must take one more bag— 
a smal! one—and make a clean bolt of it, to some South American 
Republic, where Extradition Treaties were things unknown, The 
select. suburban society would be shocked—for nine days. He 
opened the strong room, took out the bag of gold and was creeping 
away when— 

A footstep! His face blanched whiter yet. A feeling of terror 
shot through him followed by a thrill of exultation, for, as he 
turned, he saw two men who did not see him—burglars! Never 
were housebreakers more welcome. 

He crept into the shadow and watched the men pick the lock cf 
the strong room, then take the bags—of stones—one by one out of 
the strong room and hand them to a confederate waiting outside, 
who deposit- 
ed them ina 
dog-cart, in 
the shafts of 
which stood 
a likely mare. 

Th es the 
men deposit- 
ed them- 
selves in the 
trap and 
drove away, 
and a police- 
man outside, 
seeing them 
drive off and 
suspecting 
their game, ° 
started off 
after them, 
blowing his 
whistle ; but 
they had got 
too long a . 
start. 

And our 
church ward - 
en-bank- 
cashier - Sur 
day-school 
superinten- 
dent crept 
out by the 
back way, bearing a heavy bag of gold and a light heart. 

And it is beautiful to see him hand round the plate Ga Sundays 
still! and to hear him expatiating on the goodness of Provicence 
that tempers the wind to the shorn lamb, 


Sunday School. 


Burglars! 


ri 


aan 
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DIGNITY AND IMPUDENCE. 
And, as usual, impudence pets the best of it, 


%o° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
Of her sriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


yr TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No. 174.—Miss ALICE WRSTPIELD. 


“My guiding star in life is she.” —The Dook Snook. 
“Oh! smile on me, beloved of my heart.” {Lord Bod, 
“Sweet Alice sways my destiny.” —The Hon. Billy. 


—_—_—_—_— se * 


(1). “Tak’ that, ye weasely wasp, an’ let me rip yer bloomin’ head off!” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


AFTER THE BOAT RACE. 


“ All very well, but this sort of thing is not allowel on licensed premises.” 


(1). When it berame known amongst his set that it was the intention of A. SLOPER 
to interview His Grace the Duke of Beaufort, the Dook Snook said perhaps it would 
be as well if he introduced A.SLOPER. At this the Eminent waxed indignant, as if 
he was not known to my lord duke, “ Rediclus !"—(2). “* Yoicks!’ likewise ‘Tally 
ho!" to say nothing of ‘Hark forward {’ not to mention 'Tan-ti-vi 1° leaving ‘ Hi-ho- 
chicory !* out of the question,” cried A. SLOPER, as he galloped up Piccadilly, for the 
Wreck had borrowed a hunter from Lord George Sanger, aud arrayed hi f for the 
chase as a pretty compliment to his grace.—(3). “ My dear lord duke, thanks—many 
thanks for granting me an audience. Believe me——" “One moment,” said the 
Duke of Beaufort, “ whom have I the honour of addressing ?" “ Isit possible, my lord 
duke, you don’t remember me? Now, think.” “Of course,” cried his grace, “I re- 
collect now ; it was un the ruad to the Derby, and you had a packet of Durlings under 


THE LAIRD 


“Well, all I can say is, if I can't shake this bagguge off in three 
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“Have you ever smoked cigar. 
ettes,dear? If not, take my ad- 


vice and don't try. I've alread 
been in bed three days throug 
smoking one. Ugh! horrible.”— 


bucks, I must be an ass!" Extract rum Letter of Young Lady. 


= 4 » 


| your arms, to be sure! Weil, my man, what can I do for you?" “No, my lord duke,” 
replied the Mouldy One, somewhat hurt, “it isin the walks of the drama more than 
the runs of sport that, figuratively speaking, we have gone hand in hand, My lord 
duke, I have had the honour of sitting out # first night many a time with your lord 
dukeship. You, my lord duke, are a follower of the drama and the hunt.——(4). The 
Diana-cum-Theqyr sombination as it were, but I—I am a sim littérateur, not too 
icular to—thanks, my lord duke; no water, Please!" After the interview, said 
his grace, “ How did you come, Mr. SLUPER—rail or bus?” “ My dear lord duke, my 
little tit brought me here. And now, furewell !"—(5). Then the Eminent bowe 
retired, sprang lightly into the saddle and awayed down Piccadilly, through Alvert 
Gate, along Rotten Row, oross country to the Magazine, back again to the Row, eased 
up, took a breather, and commenced caracoling, to the admiration of the fair sex. 


ATTACKED. 


id 
Ww, 


a) 


(2). “ A'll learn ye tae whussell about on the Sabbath day, ye curly heathin’!” 


(To be continued.) 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—THE DUKE OF BEAUFORT. 
1 ¢ : 
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Furious. Driving. Y’oughter-be + ashame: 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


OF course, at the present period, you are one and all discussing the merits of the rival “crews.” | mind :—The Gondoliers so gay were seen Not long ago before the Queen :— We soon shall scein merry 
It is undoubtedly the topic of the day, Even the gutter urchin has his bet on his favourite blue; | France A stoppage put to games of chance :—It acems to me the Theatre Bill Doth managers with 
but, notwithstanding these facts, I hope my patrons will find time to scan the following lines:—7he | anger fill a magistrate thinks ita shame Te charge poor boys who steal for game.—The Queen 
London waiters, sure as fate, Will soon begin to agitate:— While scanning o'er the rival crews, The | seems to be 
spectators are seized with blues :—Ourfurious drivers soon will find Themselves in gaol,if they don't | and now A Dair of Spectacles is to follow their example. 


HER REASON. 


lunging into dissipation. First The Goundoliers are commanded to appear at Windsor, 


Ny we, 
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BETWEEN TWO EVILS. 
Doctor. Well, how have you kept since I saw you last ? 
tent. ‘Ow ‘av I been kept. you mean. On slops, wust Inck ! and 
5 1 simll die of dropsy ‘stead of rheumatics. 


Strange behaviour on the part of Fido, who owing, probably, to the 
absence of wig, fails to recognize his master, who lias to seek safety Alice. Who are you going to allow to take you to the Boat Race, Edith? Fred or Arthur? Pat ; 
by a hasty exit. over the wall. Edith. Oh! Arthur, certainly, He goes so well with my light blue dress, if I has mnch more on 'em 


THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


94 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 
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GOOD OLD PAT! 

St. PaTRIcK's DAY is always set apart by A. SLOPER asa day 
Of rejoicing. It is the one day in the year that the Old Man never 
tastes a drop of “Un- 
sweetened,” but devotes 
himself conscientiously to 
Irish - cum - lemon - hot. 
Evervone has heard that 
“St. Patrick was a gentles 
man, He came of dacent 
porple, He built a church 
in Dublin toon, And on it 
put a steeple” But few 
wople have heard that St. 
irnttiek also built a Boozer's 
tetreat in) Dublin’ town. 
Ile did, though, and at the 
present time there is a card 
in the window, recounting 
his good work, on which 
it says, “To enable vou to 
compete for his £1,000 
Prize, you must show 
SLOPER that) you have 
bought his paper for six 
mouths, theretore, come. 
mencing with “ALLY SLo- 
PER’sS HALF-HOLIDAY ” for 
January 3rd, 1891, cut out 
the first paragraph in Ally. 
Campane” from each week's 
maper, and keep the cuttings 
by you until June 27th, 
1891, when you will have 
Then add two lines to complete 


twenty-six in vour possession. 
the following Nursery Rhyme :— 
There was an old Fossil named SLoper, 


He fell down the stairs, 


The dotted lines have to be filled in, and the first, and second, and 
third and fourth lines must rhyme. Write the Rhyme out on a 
piece of paper, with your name and address at the top, and post it, 
with the twenty-six cuttings, as soon after June 27th as you can, 
to “Sloper’s £1,000 Competition.” Dont post the 
Rhyme or any of the cuttings until you have the twenty-six —that 
is, one from each week's “ I ALF-HOLIDAY,” commencing January 
8rd, 1891. and ending June 27th, 1891. To the writer of the best 
Rhyme will be awarded £1,000, A. SLOPER, ever thoughtful, 
keeps Back Numbers in stock. a * 


Tue Empire Theatre Management seems determined to continue 
that vigurous policy Whica nas made the house the talk of 
London. In order not 
to be behindhand in 
novelties, they have 
eugaged the Colibris 
troupe of midgets, 
six in number, The 
new ballet, Dolly, is 
undoubtedly one of 
the finest sights in 
London, ** 


WHAT with the 
Eminent’s promise to 
give a weekly sub- 
scription to his 
“Christmas Appeal” 
equal to double the 
largest one sent in by 
any of our readers, 
coupled with the in- 
ducement in the shape 
of acharming portrait 
of himself to sent 
to five bob subscribers, 
things are looking up, 
In the near future, 
therefore, does A, 
SLOPER see visions 
of that £350 goal it 
is his one wish to at- 
tain. Soall handstothe 
yumps, if you please, 

ies and gentlemen, and make the Lethargic Lugubrist happy ! 


e232 
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THE Impressionists are gnashing their teeth because the portrait, 
by Andrea del Sarto D'Ultramarine, of SLOPER’S ancestor, Count 
Fricassée Tripeonion Sloper, who died through sheer funk in the 
reign of William and Mary, has been placed in the Grill Room at 
“The Siopecies,” Mr. J.C. Horsley, wa. says this class of thing 
is far preterable tothe nude. 5 « 

S 


A PLAY which contains three superfluous characters, a third act 
out of harmony with the previous two, and in which the comedy 
is literally lugged 
in by the ears, 
ean hardly be 
described asa 
good one: yet, 
with all these 
faults, the success 
achieved by Mr. 
Haddon Cham- 
bers’ play, Zhe 
Jdler, at the St. 
James’, is beyond 
all question. This 
is, however, un- 
doubtedly due to 
the, in many ways, 
clever and effec- 
tive treatment of, 
it must be ad- 
mitted, a rather 
threshed outstory, 
and to the uni- 
form excellence of 
the acting; in- 
deed, Mr. George 
Alexander's con- 
ception of the dif- 
ficult character of 
Mark Cross—the 
Idler—showed 
positive — genius, 
Miss Marion Terry is sweet and womanly ; Mr. Herbert Waring, 
good, but capable of improvement; Mr. John Mason, excellent in 
comedy and drama; and Lady Monckton, perfection ina regrettably 
small part; whilst Mr. Nutcombe Gould, Miss Maude Millett and 
Miss Gertrude Kingston, as the unnecessary trio, do their best 
to appear part and parcel of the play. Zhe Idler will, unquestion- 
ably, be one of the attractions of the season. Proud author ! 
Ilappy manager! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


AN unusually pleasant evening was spent by The Ruin on Thurs- 
day, March sth, at the 7th Surrey Drill Hall, Upper Kennington 
Lane, where a concert 
was given for the benefit 
of a Mrs. Valmer, who 
has the misfortune to be 
blind, The programme 
was a highly attractive 
one,and everything went 
off swimmingly. The 
Old Firm, on this occa- 
sion, was represented by 
the Dook, Billy, the 
Elder McNab and Alex- 
andry. Bob not turning 
up, the libations were 
few and far between, the 
distinguished visitors 
having to make shift 
with an occasional acid- 
drop, fished from the 
depths of Alec's trousers’ 
pocket—very flutty. 


= 

THE good old family 
four-wheeler that for 
years past has been used 
vy the Mildewed and 
Moth Eaten One, has at 
length found an hon- 
oured resting place in 
the grounds of the 
“Welsh Harp” at Hen- 
don, The Memorial 
Tablet erected on the 
roof of this now historic vehicle bears on the one side the follow- 
ing words :—“ This Brougham, presented on March 2nd, 1891, to 
Mr. Warner, by his pal, ALLY SLOPER, was first used hy the F.0.M. 
at his marriage with Amelia B. Higgins. It has since been used 
for various purposes.” On the other side, the visitor to the “ Harp,” 
on loveand drinks intent, will find the words—* This Cabriolet was 
given on March 2nd, 1891, to Mr. Warner, by the Public Benefactor, 
A.SLOPER, purely a8 a mark of esteem, Its intrinsic value has 
been estimated by experts at sums ranging between 4d. and 
£1 38.11. Lequiescat in pace” 


* 

By the way, the shan-dry-dan that was used by Mrs. 8. for 

bringing home les cabbages on a Saturday night, has been rejuve- 

nated, and preseuted to Mr, Titcomve, wholesale newsagent, of the 

Boro’ Road, who finds it useful for delivering his newspapers in 
the ‘veek, and for going to church in on Suuday. 


= 

AND, lo, it is Boat Race morn! And SLoPER, the Eminent, riseth 
early and leaveth the house secretly by the back way. And, behold ! 
he meeteth a damsel 
who is exceeding 
comely, and together 
they set out for 
Hammersmith, which 
is nigh unto Chis- 
wick, upon the river 
Thames, And they 
sojourn there many 
hours, and make ex- 
ceeding merry. But, 
fo! a woman of large 
stature appeareth 
upon the scene, and 
‘alleth upon them 
with great slaughter. 
And, behold! 
SLOPER, who had 
that morn worn the 
badge of the Light 
Blues in his coat, 
at eventide sported 
the colour of the 
men of Oxford in his 
eyes. 

iid 

“ THE Sloper Silver 
Medal for Valour” 
has been presented ==> 
to Captain BEECH, —-=* 
of the 20th Hussars, 
for gallantry at the Battle of Tokar. According to the dispatches, 
the Egyptian cavalry made a char-e, dispersing the Dervishes after 
a severe hand to hand fight. During this conflict, Captain Beech 
was seriously wounded while saving the life of an Egyptian ofticer, 
who had been very severely hurt. I'ur this act of bravery he is 
enrolled amongst SLOPER'S Heroes, 


= 
£1:1:0 and the “SLoPER AWARD OF MERIT” have been 
presented to GEORGE J. HEATH, 51 Clifton Hill, London, S.E., for 
the best solution of the problem, “W hat’s to be done with the Twins?” 
“ Put them in training for the Music Halls, under Mc Dougall.” 


* 

It is quite untrue that Horatio Hansard Bottomley has induced 
A, SLOPER to turn the “ HALF-HOLIDAY ” intoa Limited Liability, 
with a capital of one million sterling, with late Lord Mayor Isaacs 
as Chairman and Horry as Managing Director. Heaven knows the 
Eminent doesn't mind a joke, but, hang it all! the line must be 
drawn somewhere. a * 


WHAT a delightful snub the “five hundred Christian women” 
received who forwarded a written protest to the directors of the 
Philadelphia Academy of Fine Arts, 
against the display of thirteen pictures, 
which they characterized as “flagrantly 
indecent" and “an offence against mo- 
rality.” In replying, the directors ex- 
pressed sincere pity for the mind which 
in the beauty and purity of the human 
form finds naught but immodesty and in- 
delicacy, Curiously enough, these femi- 
nine Charringtons do not take excep- 
tion to partially draped figures, whic 
we should imagine, would have met 
with equal censure, for are not hidden 
beauties held to please the most ?— 

The maid who moiestly conceals 
Her beauties, while she hides, reveals; 
Gives but a glimpse, and fancy draws 
Whate'er the Grecian Venus was, 


* 

A. SLOPER, being represented as the 
“King of Noses,” at an entertainment 
recently got up by Mr. C. H. Gittens, at 
the Presbyterian Church Lecture Hall, 
Haverstock Hill, remarked, with tears 
in his eyes, “They seem to be Gitten at 
me, don't they, Alec?” And the heir 
to the Sloper Estates, having tried his 
high G, burst forth into song :— 

“ Three Little Gittens, 
They lost their Mittens,” ete., ete, PS RY 


* 7, = 
THE Eminent has this day conferred 
his “ Award of Merit” upon Colonel HOLLED SMITH, because he 
won the battle of Tokar. In the opinion of A. SLOPER, no one 
could Der-vish-ed for a better man to tackle the sob, 


(Saturday, March 21, 1891, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING MARCH 28TH, 1891. 
—~—— 


22nd March, 1836.—Under this date, speaking of French 
caricatures in loit, Raikes tells how in those days the caricatures 
of the Bourbons were of the most offensive nature. “| remember 
one of Louis XVIII. in the act of making a low bow—a back view— 
which, from his size, gave him very much the appearance of the 
hind quarters of a retiring hog, underneath which was written— 
* Gros cochon élevé en Angleterre, acheté pour diz-huit Lois, qui 
ne vaut pas un Napoléon,’” 


23rd Merch 1828.—It was anno 


unced this day that an ac- 


| cusation of murder under the most horrible circumstances, had 
, been set down for trial before the Assizes for the Department of 
' La Sarthe. A widow, named Hautreux, was charged with having 


thrown her newborn infant into an oven, by which it was nearly 
reduced to ashes, The fragments of the bones were to be produced 
as evidence of the unnatural mother's gui. 


“24th ‘Mar ch, 1881.—A box, containing a londed pistol, was 
this day addressed to the Home Secretary at the House of Com- 
mons. It was supposed it was sent as a silly joke. 


25th March, 1887,—A private of the 64th Foot was charged 
at West Bromwich with being absent without leave from his regi- 
ment on this night. The prisoner some weeks previously wrote to 
the Chester Board of Guardians, asking them if they could find 
hima wife. The letter found its way into the newspapers, and 
brought him some eight hundred replies from all parts of the 
country from young women willing to throw in their lot with him 
for better or for worse, and he absented himself from duty for the 
purpose of meeting one of the girls, with whom he had made an 
Appointment at Stourbridge. This young woman wrote and stated 
that she was the daughter of a farmer, but added that her father 
was dead. He had, however, left her £120 in money, She was 
going to take a farm in Gloucestershire, and no one would know 
where they had gone to, If he meant business, and intended 
leaving the army, she would buy him out with her own money, if 
they liked each other; but, to be sure he would not make a fool of 
her, she asked him to send her railway fare to Lichfield, and she 
would give it him back when she met him. 


26th March, 1838.—A newspaper of tms aate relates how 
one of the leopards at the Bristol Zoosogical Gardens had its tooth 
drawn, Three keepers entered the den, and, popping the patient 
ito a sack, two held down the leopard, while one keeper opened 
the jaws of his patient and seized the fated tooth witha pair of 
pincers, and, with one coaxing twist of the instrument, effected 
the extraction. 


e ath: March, 1782.—0n this day the toll ceased on London 
ndge, 


a eee nee ae ere een erm 
28th March, 1888.—U nder this date, we read that the cavalry 
quartered at Joigny, in the Department of the Yonne, were exercis- 
ing in the neighbouring district. ‘wo troopers, who were riding 
together, came suddenly on a huge wolf, which, without a moment's 
warning, sprang upon the nearest horse. The rider, promptly dis- 
mounting, attacked the savage brute with his sabre, but instead of 
turning tail the wolf showed fight, and but for the appearance on 
the scene of a peasant, who handed the soldier a gun, with which 
he speedily shot it, it might have gone very hard with the dragoon. 
Proud of his performance. the “conquering hero” hoisted the 
carcass on to his saddle and bore it in triumph back to the barracks, 


A SAD CASE. 


THEY set me down behind the partition in the inspector's room. 
What was I doing at the police station? Never you mind. Tnspec- 
tor and another man were talking about au accident. 1 couldn't 
see them, but I heard what they said. 

“When did it happen?” asked the man. 

“Run down this morning,” replied the inspector. 

“ Bad business, I'm afraid.” (Run over by a van, I supposed.) 

“Face wants cleaning.” (All over blood, evidently.) 

“ Better give him another glass, eh?” 

“Wound up already, ain't he?” (It is always the cursed drink :) 

“No; only a screw loose somewhere. Went on strike a long 
time. eh?” 

“Yes. Three legs broken, too.” (Three legs !) 

“ Went on tick, no doubt, for a time,after,eh?” (The old story ') 

“Hullo! Where's his other hand?” (Oh, horrible !) 

“Allright: just put it in my pocket, didn't 1?” 

* | don't think so. 1 must have lost it!” (Brute !) 

This was too much. I could bear it no longer. I ste ped round, 
What ! blest if it wasn’t merely about the inspector's clock ! 


—_——_—_-—_—__ 


BREEZY BRIGHTON. 
OVERHEARD LAST SATURDAY ON THE WEST PIER. 


“ PA, are those ladies in the bath chairs invalids?” 

“Yes, dear; but—come away.” 

“Oh, but—er—do they come from the Convalescent Home?” 

Invalid (in the background continues a conversation), “And 1 
says to Maudie, ‘Why didn’t you get ‘im to make it a diamond stat 
while you had tHe chance, y’ little fool?’ And she says, ‘Well, 
the fact was we was that boozed, and my boots was that ti ht, 
that——'” (Band strikes up and the rest of the conversation is lust. 


—_o—___. 


A BAD SIGN. 

THE common or garden dipsomaniac wouldn't have been in it 
with them. They seemed to be built of blotting-paper, from the 
way they dried up everything liquid. Their hands trembled, so 
that one of them had to tie his handkerchief to his glass and make 
a pulley-block of his neck to draw it to his mouth. The other was 
not capable even of that, so he paid a docker, who was on strike, a 
tanner an hour to put the lotion to his lips. 

And one of them asked the other had he ever had the jim-jams? 

“Oh, yes!” the other replied; “I had the D.T.s last month, 
dreadful bad!” 

“What did you see?” 

“See? Snakes and pink rats and scarlet cats, grinning at me 
awful, awful, awful! Have you had ’em? Yes? Ah! did you see 
pink rats and snakes?” 

“No, I didn’t see pink rats and snakes and scarlet cats, but I had 
the jim-jams horribly bad. Thank goodness, I've got rid of ‘em 
now! Oh, yes, yes, I've got over it now! What used I to see? 
I'll tell you: Beetles, black beetles, loathsome beetles, crawling all 
over my hands and face and neck, and round my collar and up my 
sleeves and under my clothes. Oh, horrible, horrible! But I've 

ot rid of ’em now; yes, I’m thankful to say, I’ve got rid of ‘em. 
ut you've got 'em! there they are! they're running all over you! 
Look at ‘em! look at ‘em! let me get at em! Ah-h-h! Gr-r-r-r!” 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


£1 50 will be paid by MR. GILBERT DALZIEL, the Prow 
prietor of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,” te the 


next-ot-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy. or Girl (Railway Servants 
on duty excepted) who shall happen to meet with his or her death 
in a Ltailway Accident, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED @ copy of the current issue uf “ALLY SLOPER'S HALt- 
HOLIDAY ” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER’s HALF-HOLIDAY” és published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Thursday morning at 8 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week Srom that time, expiring at 8 o'clock 
the following Thursday morning. 
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A DITTY FOR DINERS. 
(A la earte and ala mode de Chanson de Topique.) 


It is now considere| de rigueur for the guests at fashionable dinner parties to 
bange their seats, and keep “moving up one’ between every course.] 


Have you heard that Dame 
Fashion commands all who 
dine 

To move bet ween every course? 

Yea, at all swagger banquets all 

diners who'd shine 
Must change seats at every 
course, 

When the soup has been swal- 
lowed, you'll all “move up 
one,” 

And after each dish just the same 
must be done, 

So SLorEk suggests this refrain 
(just for fun) 

To be sung after every course. 


CHORUS (a8 suggested), 
“Here we go round the maho- 
gany board, 
The mahogany board, 
The mahogany board, 
For we're not disposed to clog 
any board, 
At fin de siécle feeds now!” 


Change pices beluacn 
a every course ? th well! 


2 ly exercise 


Now, it seems, at first sight, quite 
a worrying thing, 

To move after every course ; 

Yet at the new notion disdain do not fling, 
3ut skip round after every course. 

For although you may think it a bore, we're afraid, 
To keep moving at dinner, as though on parade— 
Yet ‘tis exercise—and your digestion ‘twill aid, 

To trot round ‘twixt every course. 

Crying, “ Here we go round,” etc, 
ee 


WANT OF APPRECIATION. 

THE obese proprietor of the dining rooms was still at the copper, 
ladling out “fours” and “sixes” of the savoury stew which we, 
with our insular prejudices, term ally-mo, when the frowsy waiter 
shuffled upto him and said, “ There’s a gent a-sittin’ in the seat 
nex’ the door as ‘as found somethink in his ally-mv." The pro- 
prietor hastened to that man. 

“Look ‘ere,” said the diner, “ wha’ d'yve call this?” » 

“Well, sir,” snid the proprietor (examining the object}, ‘it really 
looks like a corn plaster.” 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
what you are in want of, and post it to :— 
ALLY'S “PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“The Sloperics,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, ELC, 
*,° Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Encelope whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


Address... 


Want® . 


“* “Sloper Watches” will not be given. 
216th WEEK. 
LIST FOR MARCH 7th. 


The following “ Presents” have been made :— 
1, Mrs. S. GLOVER, 292 Wolverhampton Road, WALSALL. 
A SEVEN STRINGED BANJO. 
2, RICHARD TEMPLE, 20 The Avenue, Hornsey, 
A PAIR OF FOILS. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements will be inserted in this ( 
column Sree of charge, provided the eZ 


Sender's Name and Address are inclosed, 


not for publication, but as a guarantee Ul EY 

IS 
= ' 
~ 

LORRY, aged 19, medium height, ae 

NS 
Ya 
V- c-~ 


LONDON. 


letters received in reply tv the adver- 
tisements, Address— 


TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


\ 
7, 


‘ 


of good faith. Tootsie undertakes to 

vrward, unopened and post-free, all J 
dark, considered goud-looking, musical, tho- —~ 

roughly educated, would like to correspond with 

& young gentleman who is fond of home, and of a &~ 

loving disposition. Please address, with photo, SN 

“FLORRY,” Tootsic’s Matrimonial Agency. 


= ee penance —_— 
EORGE, aged 24, tall, dark, in good @ 

circumstances, would like to correspond 
with a young lady (must be tall), with a view to 
matrimony, Please send photo, in confidence, which will be returned or ex- 
changed, Address—* GEORGE,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


DORA (Aged 22). 


A’ ACTRESS, aged 21, well educated, residing in Manchester, 

desires to correspond with a gentleman in good position, with a view to 
Matrimony, Must be tall; military preferred. Photos exchanged, in confidence. 
Address—* ACTRESS,” Tootsie's Matrimonial Agency. 


JJ OHNNIE AND BERTIE, aged 21 and 22 respectively, both tall; 
e. dark, and considered handsome, wish to corres: i with two young ladies 
about same age, pretty, musical and domesticated, with a view to matrimony, 
Photos required, which will be returned. Address—“ JOHNNIE” or * BERTIE,” 
Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


IOLET anp ELSIE (Violet, aged 22, dark hair and blue eyes ; 

Elsie, aged 19, fair hair and dark eyes; both good-tempered) would like to 

correspond with two gentlemen, tall and dark preferred. with a view to matrimony 
Address—* VIOLET” or “ ELSIE,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


om, aged 24, tall, dark, and holding a good position, would like 

to correspond with a young lady about his own age, or vounger; mnst be 
food-looking, domesticated. and of good position, Photos preferred, which will 
be returned. Address—* ToM,” Tootsie'’s Matrimonial Agency. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


HOTEL-RESTAURAX?T AUX TROIS SUISSES, 7 RUE MACARANI, 
Nick, February lith, 1891. 

DEAR S1R,—By this post I send you English and French papers, 
from which you will see that I have not been idle with “ ALLY 
SLoPER.” Unfortunately the costume only arrived last Monday— 
too late for any chance of a prize in money, but I am to havea 
“Certiticate of Merit.” I was relying on the money prize—£10 or 
£5—but could not possibly be included after the Saturday. 
However, I displayed “ALLY” every day and got considerably 
more than my share both of tlowers and confetti. The get-up was 
good, and riding on a white mule was unique in the extreme. 
was alao at the * Battle of Flowers,” at Cannes, list Thursday, and 
caused much merriment there. As there will be considerable 
“doinge* at Cannes tn about a fortnight, and as 1 shall then be 
staying there, | wii keep the costume a little while longer and 
make the most of it while it is here. 1 still think that if you had 
an agent here your paper would sell well during the season, as there 
are so many English about. When I returp to England | will call 
on you, Yours faithfully, THOS. WATSON. 


New Covrt, E.C., February 28th, 1891. 
My Dear S1r,—Pray accept my very sincere thanks for “ Sloper’s 
Award of Merit,’ { value it very highly. Yours faithfully, 
EDWARD C. SILVERTHORNE, 


C&ARLECOTE, HAMPSTEAD HILL GARDENS, 
March 2nd, 1891. 

Mv Dear OLD FRIEND ALLY,—Now that | have attained the 
great distinction which you have been pleased to confer by 
honouring me with your “ Award of Merit,” I feel that I have 
arrived at my highest ambition, and when | find that the merit for 
which you consider | am entitled to this Award is that. in your 
estimation, | do not possess any green in the white of my optic, I 
indeed feel the proudest of men. lease accept my most sincere 
tnanks for this great compliment, and. with every feeling of ad- 
miration for vour estimable character, I, with pride, subscribe 
inveeli, Yours very truly C GREEN, F.O.S. 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 53 —He Gives MCGOOSELEY THE K’rect TIP, 


Cpspake the Wreck, with frowning face, 
“ Old Goosey-nob, | hear. sir, 
That you're on Oxford gwine to place 
Your little pile this year, sir.” 
“ Ah. just a few |’ McGooseley cried 
* You bet your boots t am, sir.” 
“Your judgment. then,” the Wreck replied, 
* Ain't worth a tinker'’s d***, sir.” 


The boid McG. began to fume - 
* Odds reptiles ! can it be, sir, 

That you—illiterate dolt '— presume 
To say those werds to me. sir? 

Go play with tops and marbles, do! 
Your primer go peruse, sir! 

You biethering idiot, what know you 


Pa 


About our glorious crews, sir! 


The Sentient Sage superior smiled ° 
‘’Twould serve you right, irate sir, 

For getting so internal riled, 
To leave you to your fate, sir. 

But. no! | ve loved you from your youth, 
And. though you cut up rash, sir, 

By heavens. I'll save you now, forsvoth, 
From losing all your cash, sir! 


“ MeGooseley, hear my hideous tale * 
One night, as home [ went, sir 

(While copious draughts of foaming ale 
Were in my innards blent, sir, 

With sundry whiskies, gins and sich), 
Lo! ail at once I stopped, sir, 

And down into a dismal ditch 
Full gracefully 1 flopped, sir. 


* And there to me, in countless throngs, 
Foul imps and tiends arose, sir, 
And seared my tlesh with fiery tongs. 
And pulled and pinched my nose, sir. 
And vultures in my bieed did dig, 
And wehr-wolves round me pressed, sir, 
And mad dogs danced an Irish pg 
Upon this manly breast, sir, 


“ McGooseley, heed my hideous tale, 
And read its moral right, sir. 

The Oxford crew to win will fail; 
For, since upon that night, sir, 

The DARK BLUEs held me, pale and faiut, 
Within their deadly thrall, sir, 

I'm blooming sure the Dark Blueg ain't 
No blooming good at all, sir!” 


ALLY SLOPER S 
CHRISTMAS APPEHATL 


* 6° Subscribers of not less than Fore Shallings will vecere ( pest: 
Sree) a Cabinet size Photograph of A. SucPER, Esq, F.O.M. 


SUBSCRIPTJONS ACKNOWLEDGED Last WEEK £333 los 82. 
E. C. SFICE, 18,; C. 8, (Berry Court), 2d.; D. J). WonD, 1s.; W. T. (Bhams 
1s.; Wa. BROWN, 6d.; S. RABBITT, 1s.; T. T. STODGE, 1d; MINNIE 5S 
WARREN, 25, ; 5. P. DEEDLEDOSE, 14d.; “STOCK RaM,” Id.; “ DICKEY," 2s. 6d.: 
ALLY SLUPER, Esa., 5s. 
Making a total received up to March 10«n, 1391 —£339 16+. 1a. 


AT THE BOAT RACE. 


As each strong arm, unweary ng plies 
Its task with manly, vigorous strife, 
The doubtful contest typifies 
The far more serious Race of Life. 
For some must lose and some must gain 
The meeds that make existence blest ; 
But, none the less, our duty's plain,— 
To win them we must do our best! 


And, whatsoever chance betide, 

We from those crews may learn to bear 
Success without bombastic pride, 

And grim defeat without despair. 
Unequal ends the Fates ordain, 

Yet equal credit still must rest 
On those who lose and those who gain, 

If but to win they’ve done their best! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


PounpD FooLisi—lounding a man who is stronger than your- 
self. 

Irom the way the song has been pirated, we think “ Whist 
Whist! Here comes the Bogie Man!” ought to be called, “Crib! 
Crib! Here comes,” ete. 

“Brit."-isit INDUSTRY—The production of The Sprder and the 
ry. 

WHAT SLOPER sad to Miss Amy Lyster—“ Oh! where are you 
going, my * Brit.-ty maid?” 

“LIVE, and let live.” is a very good motto, but our landlord isn't 
greedy, “Live and let” 13 quite enough tor hem, 


o 
a 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
OLO MARTIN’S MYSTERY. 


THE STORY OF A FLEET STREFT GHOUL's GOODNESS. 
oe 
CHAPTER IIL.—( Continued ), 

THEN the waiter was asked to get a big sheet of paper and as 
official looking an envelope as he could. 

With pen and ink and somewhat 
shaky hand Old Martin copied the 
result of Jack's scribbling on te the 
note paper. Thenon the outside of 
the envelope was written .— 

“To be delirervd, on the dau 
of my funeral, to the person on 
whose house [may diy on pro 
duction of registrar's certificate, 

a “J. MABIIN. 

This accomplished to Jack's satis- 
faction, both started ont of the 
restaurant, and in five minutes after 
they were entering one 
of the establizhments 
whose business hours are 
all round the clock, and 
which never shut fora 
holiday — a London 
police station. 


CHAPTER IV. 

JACK SPENCE enjoved 
the privilege of being 
“known to the police.” 
Used in some connec- 
E N\) acca At is a aa Diows 

Wan FX \ compliment, mit dn 
AW \ Sack case it was wholly 
. r honourable Their know- 
ledge of him dated back 
to the time when he tirst 
began to skirmish round 
for paragraphs, anc. as the police soon learned that he wasn't at 
alla bad chap, Jack obtained the run of the Lieutenant's Journal, 
and the information sheets, from the bald-headed business details 
of which he drew inspiration for much bloodcurdling paragraphic 
literature. 

Jack bestowed a comprehensive nod all round as he passed 
behind the counter, leaving Old Martin outd@de, and then cusucd 2 
confab with the jolly looking lieutenant. 

“It can't be done,” said the lieutenant, after Jack had stated his 
cease, “It can’t be done. The man has done nothing to deserve 
to enjoy the comforts of this establishment, and the kuw won't 
allow it.” 

“But he is starving to death from cold.” said Jack, 

“That is not a crime,” said the lieutenant, “If he had broken a 
window, or hit a 

yOliceman, or 

icked his wife, or 
stolen something, 
it would have been 
all right, but he is 
only starving, and 
it can't be done, 
Take him out and 
let him starve some 
more; as soon as 
he is dead, we will 
tuke him in— not 
that dying is a 
crime, you know, 
but if he were dead, 
he wouldn’t move 


on,and so he could 
| 


The waiter. 


be taken to the 
police office, don't 
you see?” and as 
the lieutenant de- 
claimed the beauties 
ot the law of the 
country, his eyes 
twinkled merrily, 
as if his heart dis- 
claimed their ab- 
surditics, 

“But can't you 
stretch a point,” 
said Jack, “and Ict 
him rest anywhere? 

Vl give him enough to get his breakfast if you'll take him in!” 

“Well, we'll put him in the turnkey's room,” said the lieutenant, 
as he touched a bell to summon one of these functionaries. 

At the moment, a lawyer with whom Jack had some acquaint- 
ance came from the cells, having been to see a client whose unfor- 
tunate connection with a purse he had found in another gentle- 
man’s pocket necessitated an interview with the magistrate next 
morning, and Jack told him Old Martin's story. The lawyer 
laughed, and so did the lieutenant. The formal looking envelope 
which inclosed Old Martin's mystery was produced, and the lawyer 
agreed to retain it safely in his strong box till it was claimed in 
accordance with the instructions engrossed on the outside of the 
envelope. 

Then Old Martin bede Jack good-bye, and was escorted to the 
cosy warder's room, while 
Jack gave up_ philan- 
throphy for the time 
being and returned to 
business. A fairly brutal 
alleged fatal assault: was 
among the list of broken 
legs and upset cabs which 
had been reported by the 
police, and Jack worked 
up the details in such a 
way that it would be ac- 
cepted in three papers 
and might do for a 
fourth, and these he de- 
livered to the proper 
quarters, and departed 
homeward, conscious 
that his bread and butter 
was secured for the next 
day. 

Early next forenoon, 
he called at the office of 
the Krening Scorcher 
and, later in the day, the 
following paragraph ap- 
peared in’ its | carver 
editions :— 

A CURIOUS CASE 

Late last night, an old 
man was found sitting 
on ndoorstepat the Bast- 
end of the Civ, As it 
was evident he was suffering severely from cold and hunger, he 
waa at once removed to the Z District Police Station, where, after 
some time, he recovered.—( Zu be continucd next week.) 


“Can't you stretch a point?” 


Told him Otd Martin's story. 


re 
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No, 195.—Mr. Cartes Hanis, F.0.S. 


| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

“The gentleman whose classic features this week adorn this | 
world famous gallery is not, as we have once or twice heard ru- 

monured, any relation of the Harris of sansage fame, but a OWS | 
brother of the celebrated Gus of that ilk. Charlie was not the Trotters (shortsighted). Why, Mrs, Mumpwell! how are you? It’s years since I saw you last ; and this is | Starter (in an undertone). Keep your pecker up, Bill. 


sort of youth popularly known as his parents’ joy ; indeed, the your son, | presume ?—what a fine grown. Wi've gta tos larpe be. laudy Sewied Otte 
discord he created in that once peaceful domicile was the cause y . © gol Ls rge iy agar Tu 
at length of his receiving the order ‘of the push, minus, even, Mfrs. Mumpwell (indignantly). This gentleman, sir, is MY HUSBAND! Tree” ready to foul him blue for three and a tanner, 
the parental blessing. After many adventures, he became ap- 

enticed to an optician, and it was here he learnt the art which TRAITORS IN THE CA P. 


has Tavel the way to fame and fortune, and caused managers 
to regard him as tie finest spectacle producer obtainable. In 
our interview, Charlie told us that he has never yet regretted 
his expulsion from the home of his forefathers, or forgotten the 
kick which accompanied his exit, ani he doubts if the memory 
of it, or the colour of the bruise will ever fale. The moral of 
all this is obvious: get kickel out from the parental abode as 
s00n as possible, but alway take care to be protected from the 
avenging hoof of the irate sire by half a quire of ‘SLOPER's.’ 
Chietly because of his productions, he was created F.0.S., and 
th oper Award of Merit’ conferred upon him January 19th, 
1890,"— Debrett Iinproved. 


Waiter, Roast fowl is hort, sir, but boiled ostrich egg is werry 
nice to day. 


%) 


(1). The “Ballythursty Sons of Slaughter Moonloightin’ League” were a firmly “Whirroo! ye whoite livered inforrmin’ thafe!" yelled Mick, “ wud ye sell ns ta the 
unoited little band, consistin’ av Mick an’ Dennis Maloney and Moike Daly. Shure, Saxon opprissor? Take that !"—(5). “ Listen here, Dinny, me bhoy,” said Mick, 
it's shtout hearrted pathriots they were entoirely.—-(2). And afther one av their after a dozen rounds or so. “What for would we be quarrellin’ 2?" (whisper here.) 
matin's Mick Maloney made up his moind to go the length av the Police Barracks | “Whoy wouldn't we go together to the bloodthirrsty police and git the reward for 
and lay an information against the others.—(3). But, begor! Dennis had come to | Moike Daly?” “Shure, Mickey,” says Dennis, “it's a good thonght !"——(6), So 
the same resolution, and was thrackin’ up the other soide av the same doyke, and, be they wint to the barracks and whispered the sintry at the doore.——(7). “Come in,” 
esata EL ve ree iia Atmel sae pa : Ter Coane Sy on | re | me win they got inside there was that treacherous spalpane, Daly, 
u hi r ye're a r, is e tha he nishin’ his de tion, for, r! he'd stholena ch he i) 
ye!" shouted Dennis, when he Perera from tho shock of his brother’s perfidy. ce << a ii ee 


R.A..d IN MYSTERY. 


it's tin years’ penal servitude each they got, and Daly smoilin’ all the toime, 


AND IS THIS HAPPINESS? 


jal 


yl ART 
A SHOULD Be 
PATRON 


“DOWN WHERE THE WATER LILIES GROW.” 
Dedicated to all lady scullers—young and lovely preferred. 


TWO LITTLE DEARS. 

Ist Lady. Yes, my dear. Algernon always carries “ALLY 
SLOPER” in his pocket when travelling on the railway, so 
that, if he shonld be killed, I would get the £150. 

2nd Lady. So does my husband; but, alas! there is no such “Now, I suppose this is the private view of Academy pictures? Dear me, how clever. 
luck for us! T'll give the artist my card—perhaps he will honour me with a call.” 


Schoolmaster, What is your definition of happiness, my boy ? 
Boy. A saveloy, ‘aporth o’ bread and ‘alfa pint o' porter to wash {t down with. 
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